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blocks up the floor under-my hooks, and when I hang things up I fall over it backwards, when I sit on the floor, which I have to do every time.I pyllr out my trunk, it hits me savagely on the spine, and once, when I tried balancing it on a small chest of drawers, it promptly fell down on my head and I have still a large and painful bump as a memento.
I wonder if you will be able to make this letter out ? I am writing it a little bit at a time, to keep myself from getting too dreadfully down-hearted. G. and I have both very damp handkerchiefs under our pillows to testify to the depressed state, of our minds. " When I was at home I was in a better place, but travellers must be content/'
I don't even care to read any of the books I brought with me, except now and then a page or two of Memories and Portraits. It comforts me to read of such steady, quiet places as the Pentland Hills and of the decent men who do their herding there.
Is it really only three days since I left you all, and you envied me going out into the sunshine ? Oh ! you warm, comfortable people, how I, in this heaving uncertain horror of a ship, envy you !